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in the Cathedral yonder. And so our hearts beat
quicker, and the spirit of enjoyment enters into us,
and we laugh and dance, pelt and are pelted
through the streets, while the laughter overhead
grows more and more musical, and the fun faster
and faster.

Suddenly we find ourselves before our hotel,
and all at once remember that we are hungry.
What is that? From the dining-room of the hotel
come strains of music, dance-music, too, played
by many hands, and among the instruments riot
two or three violins. In our present mood noth'
ing could suit us better than this. Hastily we
change our dress, and five minutes later enter the
dining-room, to find there a band of young stu-
dents, all dressed in ancient costumes, who on
these evenings of carnival turn their musical
talents to account. Their dress is sober in hue,
but strikingly picturesque. Black doublet and
hose, shoes with steel buckles, short black cloaks
and broad'brimmed black hats, each adorned
with a single white feather; this is what we re-
member of their vestments, and each one wears a
plain rapier by his side. They are some twenty in
number, and they play with all their hearts, find-
ing each of their efforts rewarded by enthusiastic
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